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•Who thwart his will shall contradict their own : 
Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourselves ; 

Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broil : 

\Ve push time from us, and we wish him back ; 
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life ; 

Life we think long, and short ; death seek, and s 
]3ody and soul, like peevish man and wife. 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here. 
How tasteless ! and how terrible when gone ! 
Gone ! they ne’er go ; when past, they haunt us 
The spirit walks of every day deceased ; 

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns : 

Nor death, nor life delight us — if time past. 

And time possess’d, both pain us, what can pleai 
Tlmf which the DEITY to please ordain’d — 
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